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and shuddering with every revolution of the propeller. I
sat in the cabin watching the sun rise, thinking how cruel
and wrong it is to blame these excellent fellows simply because
they do not go about things as we do. They have their own
amazing way of making things work.

An appalling smell of oil began to spread around us, while
dense oily clouds passed overhead and lay drifting in our
wake. The engine began to miss badly, but the man in the
tarbush gave it a smart rap and brought it to its senses; and
so, with the sun in the sky and this lovely land passing in
review, I felt that everything was wonderful.

We had been going for perhaps two hours when I climbed
up to the roof of the cabin.    I saw a member of the crew
sitting there at his ease and flicking cigarette ash on a pile of
petrol tins which contained our fuel supply.   There were
nineteen tins.   He accepted with good grace the suggestion
that he  should smoke his cigarettes somewhere  else.   The
only other object on the roof was an extraordinarily homely-
looking basket arm-chair, which had thoughtfully been pro-
vided for me.   It was the sort of chair that should have been
at home in England, with a cat asleep in it, instead of standing
up ridiculously above the waters of the Nile.   When I sat
down in it, I realised that the slightest list to one side or the
other would precipitate the chair and myself straight into the
river, for the rail was too low to prevent our departure.   Still,
it was good to be there in the sunlight, watching the green
strip of land which is Egypt narrow almost to nothing, and
noting how in places the belt of cultivation becomes so slender
that the desert peeps over the tops of the palm trees.   Women
with pots on their shoulders, donkeys, camels, and walking
figures, all clear-cut, strode along the high embankments,
bearing a remarkable resemblance to ancient Egyptian friezes.
Suddenly the engine stopped!   The boat gave a hideous
list to port and stayed there.   The chair began to tilt, and
I leapt to my feet only just in time.   The engine started
again, and stopped.   This time we were in a current, and
the boat began to turn slowly round in the middle of the
river.   It was a sickening, horrible movement, and I began
to wonder whether the cabin below was filling, for its windows
were only about six inches above the water.   We now began